
The Tragedieof 

This lowring tempeft of your home-bred hate* 
Norneuerby aduifed purpofe meetc, 

T o plot, contriue, or complot any ill, 

Gainft vs, our ftate, our fubiects, or our land. 
2?#/.Ifwearc. ' , , ■ 

Mew. and I, to keepe al this. 

Tul. Noiffolke, fo fare as to mine enemy: 

By this time, had the King permitted vs. 

One ofour foules had wandred in theayre, 

Baniflit this fraile fepulchre ofour flefh. 

As now our flefh is banifht from this land, 

Confcfle thy treafons ere thou file the real me. 

Since thou haft far fo go, beare not along 
The'clogging burthen of a guiltiefoule. - \ 

Mow. No Bullingbrooke, if euer I were traitour, 

My name be blotted from the booke of life. 

And I fromheauen banifht a*from hence: 

But what thou art,God,thou ,and I, do know. 

And al too foone (I fcare) the king ftiai rew: 

Farewel (my Leige) now no way can I ftray. 

Saue back to England al the world’s my way. 

King V ncle, cuen in the glafles of thine eyes, 

I fee thy grieuedheart : thy fad afpeft 
Hath from the number of his banifht yecres 
Pluckt fourc away, fix frozen winters fpent, 

Returne with welcome home from banifhmenC. 

Tull. How longa time lies in one little word, 

Foure lagging winters and foure wanton fprings, 

End in a word, fuch is the breath of Kings. 

gaunt. I thanke my leige, that in regard of me, 

He fhortens fourc y cares of my fonnes exile. 

But little vantage flial I reape thereby: 

For ere the fixe y cares that he hath to fpend 
Can change their moones, and bring their times aboat, 
My oile-dncd lampe, and time bewafted light 
Shal be extinft with age and endlcfle nights, 

Myiatch oftaperwijl be burnt and done, u’ 

And blindfold Death not letmc fee my fonne. 


King Richard the fecund. 

King Why Vncklc thou haft many yeeres ro liue« 
Gaunt. But not a minute (Kmg)|that thou canft giue. 
Shorten my dayes thou canft with iuiien forrow. 

And pluck nights from me, but not lend a morrow: 

Thou canft helpe tune to furrow me with age. 

But ftoppe no wrmcklein his pilgrimage; 

Thy word is currant with him for my death. 

But dead, thy kingdomecannot buy my breath. 

King. Thy fonne is banifht with good aduife. 

Whereto thy tongue a party, verdi&gaue. 

Why at our iuftice feemftthou then to lowre? 

gaunt. Things fvveete to taftc, proue in digeftion fowte. 
You vrge me as a iudge, but I had rather, . 

You would haue bid me argue like a father. 

Oh had’t beenc a ftranger, not my child. 

To fmooth his fault I would haue beene more tnildei 
A partial flaunder ought I coavoyde. 

And m the fentence my o wn life deftroyde: 

Aias , I lookt when fotneofyou fhould fay, 

I wastoo ftruft to make mine ownc away: 

Bin you gaue leauc to my vnwilling tongue, 

Asamft my will to do my felfe this wrong. 

King. Coofen farewcl.and Vnekle, bid him fa, 

Sixe ye res we baniih him and he fhal go. 

Ah. Cofin farewel, what prefence muftnot kuoWj, 

From where you do remaine, let paper fhew. 

Mar. Mv Lord, no leaue take 1 , for I will ride 
As far aslandvvil letme by your fide. 

(jaunt. Oh to what purpofe doeft thou hoard thy words. 

That thou retumeft no greeting to thy friendsi 

Tull. I haue too few to take my leaue of you. 

When the tongues office fhould be prodi^all 
To breathe the abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gaunt Thy griefe is but thy abfencc for a time. 

r l0 lT en S5 nefe is prefent for that time. 

What is fixe winters? they are quickly gone. 

CaLrSv “ makes one houfc ten. 

Call it a trauaiie that thou takft for pleafurc. 
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